FEET OF CLAY

"Splendid, Monsieur, I congratulate you/' he said to Gabriel. "Yoi
have not only taken away my grandchildren, but you've now come tc
tear from an old man the last relics of his son. Yes, I congratulate you
You're performing an admirable work."

Put out of countenance by the attack of this sudden apparition,
Gabriel replied haughtily but with a stutter all the same: "But Mon-
sieur ... I do not understand ... It seems to me ... Indeed I am only
here..."

At the sound of their voices Jacqueline got up and came to the de-
fence of her husband with an energy of which Gabriel would not have
" thought her capable at the moment.  Seeming still smaller and more
frail beside the giant, she confronted him.

"Father/' she cried, "Gabriel is here because I asked him to come,
because I'm ill, and because he's been kind enough not to leave me
alone at a very unhappy time; he knows how unhappy it is and under-
stands. I hope you won't be so monstrous as to reproach me with
having married again, considering the responsibility you bear for
Frangois's death."
She drew breath.

"I think that in the circumstances, Father/' she concluded, "we had
better not see each other again except on strictly business matters."

She was immediately sorry to have used that phrase, because the
Baron was the trustee of her fortune.

"That is exactly what I was coming to "say to you," replied Noel
Schoudler with an icy smile. "But don't forget that I am the guardian
of my grandchildren and that you are dependent on me in more ways
than you imagine. Pillage, Monsieur, pillage while you can!" he said
as he went away.

Jacqueline did not go and lie down again; her migraine had sud-
denly got better. She stood leaning against the door-frame, her damp
handkerchief in her hand.

"Fm sorry, I'm terribly sorry, darling," she said gently.
Gabriel did not reply. He was furious at having allowed himself to
be insulted for the first time in his life without replying, furious to have
felt himself in a false position.  It was all Jacqueline's fault.   Besides,
site did not look well, and he hated her for that too.

From a dark corner of a little wire-latticed bookcase one of "the work-
men removed an automatic pistol, and assumed that astonished, banter-
ing expression which simple people often adopt in the presence of
weapons. The workman was clearly about to make a joke, when
Gabriel saw his wife turn pale, put out a nervous hand, take the pistol
airf p&t it in her bag, as if it were some holy object she did not wish
imipsure hands to touch or play with.

vposee again Gabriel felt a hot surge of anger irresistibly invading the
'muscles of his body. He seized the first object within reach, which
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